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In Childhocxl. 

ONE summer evening still seems like to-day 
When of my childhood's deepest joys I think: 
I hear the bells, the lowing far away 
Of cattle, turning to the trough to drink. 

No harvest-songs now in the quiet lands, 
Long rows of poplars stretch and stretch for miles ; 
Clear o'er the tired world the full moon stands 
As on the cradle a young mother smiles. 

The child she gazes on, it seems, am I, 
My mother's face the bright moon seems to show, 
The herd-bells ring like a soft lullaby. 
The poplars rustle in the evening-glow. 

Did something happen that one night to me 
To leave its picture in my heart? Ah nayl 
I know not, nor believe. Sweet memory 
Now only tells me that I lived that day. 
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Hue der Kindbeit* 

/Cin ©ommerabcnb toirb mir oft tote l^eut, 
^ aSenn id^ ber Heinen ticfen Rinbl^eit bcnfc: 
gem lUngt ber §erbe Slblen unb ©elaut, 
®ie, J^eimgele^rt, fid^ fd^art jur 2lbenbtrattle. 

ilein ©d^nitterjaud^jen me^r i)om ftillen gelb! 
3um iporijont gel^n lange $a^)^)eljtige : 
a)er aSottmonb Idd^elt auf bie milbe 2BeIt, 
©leid^ toie ein 5DluttetantIi§ auf bie SBiege. 

5Dlid^ biinft, id^ fei bag ilinb, nad^ bent er fiel^t, 
Unb ntetner SWutter 2lntli^ fet bag ©etne: 
2)te ®l5id^en tauten tote etn SBiegenlieb, 
2)ie 5pa^3^3eln toel^en leif* int Slbenbfd^etne. 

Db ienen 2lbenb SBid^tigeg flefd^al^, 
2)ag il^n fo tief ing Junge iperj gegraben? 
3d^ toet^ — id^ glaub* eg ntd^t. @r lie^ mir ja 
9iur fii^ ©rinnern, il^n gelebt ju l^aben. 
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The Fiddler's Song. 

THROUGH rain and through wind, 
Half deaf and half blind, 
The fiddler is toiling along. 
How bitterly cold 
Through his cloak thin and old 
Blows the gale a wild tune to his songl 

" Ye mortals, who claim 
To have fortune and fame, 
Sleep well! Lull yourselves in vain dreams 1 
How festive the ball! 
How brilliant the hall! 
Would happiness were what it seems! 

"The cup with a crash 
To pieces they dash, 
A fool he who weeps o'er the end! 
Dame Fortune is blind. 
Love's a child, never mind ! 
Reaper Death is the only true friend. 

" Heigh-ho for the chase ! 
Keep up with the race! 
As the wheel whirls we rise and we fall. 
Up and down! high and low! 
To the grave we must go 
And the worm is the heir of it all." 
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Dee ffedelmanna SturmliecL 

^^ §att taub unb l^alb bfinb 

3)ed SBege^ bet ^ebelmann ^iel^t: 

^urd^ bie biinngtaue Sod' 

Unb bie SSd^ct im dtoi' 

5Pfeift bet ©tutm il^m bie SBJeife jum Sieb: 

MIV ©inet ftd^ ein, 
®a« @IM tofite fein— 
©d^laf iDol^I, unb gefegneten 2:raum! 
iQei^ fd^immetnber ^aU! 
®i ^eKer JtriftaK! 
— 3ft/ tofit'^ nur toag beffer, ate ©d^aum! 

@n^h)ei! @nt)h)ei! 
Unb Sltteg borbei! 

Unb ein 9iart^ toer brftber nod^ toeint! 
2)a§ mm ift blinb, 
Unb bie Sieb' ift ein ^inb, 
Unb bet Sob ift bet ftd^etfte gteunb! 

aSotbei! aSotbei! 
S)ad Dtoel^ unb g^d^^ei! 
@d btel^t [xif bad 9tab toie im ©tutm! 
i^inauf unb l^inab! 
Stoat ailed )u ©tab, 
Unb bet einjige ®tb' ift bet SButm!'' 
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So he fiddles and sings, 
Thin and hoarse the tune rings 
And soon fades away into naught 
'Mid the gale's deafening roar. 
I see him no more 
Yet his song lingers on in my thought. 
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— ©0 geiflt er unb fingt: 
©turmBraufen betfd^Ungt 
©d^on bie flange l^eifer unb bitnn! 
^df ]tf)' xf)n m6)t mel^r, 
ajod^ Bring' id^ mir fd^toer 
ajeg t5i*^Iw^fl««^ Sieb au« bem ©inn! 
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The Owl. 

ALL in tH£ deepest slumber lies 
'Neath the full moon's light; 
Only a white owl that flies 
Noiseless through the night. 

Like a messenger of death 
Close it passed in flight; 
On its pinions brings a breath, — 
Breath of awe, not fright. 
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Dfe 6ute/ 

^ 5Rur bom 3Ronb betoac^t: 
@ine tDei^e @u(e fliegt 
Soutlod burd^ bie 3ladft; 

2Bte ein S^obe^al^nen glitt 
©ie boriiber bid^t, 
Sringt tool^I leifen ©d^auer mit 
2lber ©d^redfen nid^t. 
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Fire at Night. 

A SCARLET tongue as of a snake is licking 
Night's cloak. It seems to creep 
And stealthy to draw near and ever nearer 
Till it be time to leap. 

The ancient night her starlit mantle gathers, 
This enemy she dreads, 

When all at once the flames with awful splendour 
Break forth and toss their heads. 
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Naebtlfcbcr Brand* 

/C^ ledt am buntlen @aum ber 3tad)t 
^ Sine tDte ©d^Iangenjunge : 
ate naf)' eg leif , ate nal^' e§ fad^t 
Unb toarte bet 3^* i^^ ©t)ninge. 

©rfd^roden giel^t bie alte Sflad^t 
Sl^ren ©temenmantel jufammen, 
®a fal^ren em})or in fd^redfenber ^Ptad^t 
Unb fd^iitteln il^r ^anpt bie fjlammen. 
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Summer-Dream. 

CLEAR in the silent pool 
Flickering leaves and light, 
Motionless, still and cool, 
Moon-pale the lOies white — 
Hear the reeds swaying! 
Flashing and playing 
Like an elf's spear 
Past shoots the dragonfly 
Fearlessly near. 

Lush-green and golden-brown 
Lures me the moss to rest. 
Summer, I fain sink down 
Dreaming upon thy breast 1 
Butterflies dancing, 
Noiselessly glancing, 
Play hide and seek ; 
Flowers with kisses 
Are brushing my cheek. 

Am I on earth or no.^ 
Am I in fairyland? 
Do I, now high, now low, 
See spirits hand in hand 
Circling around me? 
Dreaming they found me. 
Beckon me now — 
Lo, and their fairy queen. 
Sweetheart, art thou 1 
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Hm Of er* 

5})ielenb tin ftiUen %66f 
Saubbad^ unb ^immeldlid^t^ 
©eelilie monbenBleic^, 
93laue 33ergi^meinmcl^t. 
©aufein im ©d^ilfe! 
@Uxif einer ©t^l^i^e 
Slinlenbem ©J)eer 
©d^o^ bie SibeKe btd^t 
3?eben mit l^er. 

^iefet unb tiefer \)xn 
Sodt e« tn'« grilne ajloo^: 
©title fo h)ie id^ bin, 
©ontmct, in beinen ©d^o^! 
fjalter im ^teife 
©aulein fo leife 
Seud^tenb unb bunt: 
Slunten fie lilffen ntir 
SBangen unb 3Kunb. 

Sin id^ auf ©rben nod^? 
Sin id^ im geenlanb? 
©d^toingen balb tief balb l^od^ 
©eiftet fid^ $anb in ipanb? 
SBinlen bom ^anm^, 
SBinlen im 2:taume 
S&d^elnb mir ju. — 
Unb il^te ^dniflin, 
Siebd^en, bift ©u! 

[19] 
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Past. 

THE princess and her husband 
On marble pillows lie, 
Into the gray cathedral 
The light slants from the sky. 

It touches her crowned white forehead, 
A golden kiss it steals. 
While, kissing her foot of marble, 
One there in silence kneels. 

The sunbeam plays astonished 
About his silvery hair; 
The sexton, waiting, wonders — 
But he kneels unaware. 
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Tergangen. 

^fuf marmomen ^Pfttl^Ien fd^Iummern 
^^ a)ie fjiitftin unb xi)x ©ema^I: 
®a ftiel^It ftd^ in« graue 3Kttnfter 
®in flimmembet ©onnenftral^I. 

®cr fii^t tl^r bte ^ronenftime 
SKit einem golbigen Ku^ — 
aim ®raB Iniet @iner fd^on lange, 
3)er fii^t il^r ben fteinemen g=u^. 

3)er ©tral^I \pxtU if)m bertounbett 
2luf bem filbertoei^en ipaat ; 
«oj)ffd^ilttcInb toartet bet ^ilftet, 
— ®t h)irb eg nid^t getoal^r. 
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The Fir-Trcc. 

I LOVED a fir when I was small, 
Left in the meadow; straight and tall 
I see it now, meseems. 
There leaned I oft in mist and wind 
And listened to it as in dreams. 

On high the boughs waved over me, 
To my young heart how solemnly 
The fir-tree's sighing spoke! 
— A storm of autumn over night 
Its deepset foundation broke. 

When I rietumed in the morning light 
Gigantic towered the roots upright, 
Grass and moss-covered, ghostly to see, 
As if the last judgment had broken the tombs. 
Far stretched the great length of the tree. 

A child again myself I ween. 
In mist and wind I lonely lean 
And gaze into the tree. 
How high the boughs vault overhead 1 
How softly they speak to mel 
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Kiiidbeit9Unne« 

3i) l^att' ate Rxni etne Xanm lieb, 
®ie fltofe unb einfam ilbrig blieb 
ain flad^etn 2Bicf enf aume ; 
®a ftanb id^ oft in SRebel unb SBinb 
Unb ^ord^te, n>ie im Sraunte* 

2Bie toolbten bie 3^^i8^ f^^ ^^^'^ ^i^/ 
aBie l^at baS Slaufd^en fo feietlid^ 
3ng junge §etj gef^Jtod^enl 
— eg l^at ein §etbftfturm iiber 3?ad^t 
©te au^ ber Jiefe gebrod^en. 

Unb aU \i) tarn am ^Jlorgen brauf, 
3)a ftatrten bic SQBurjeIn fo tiefig auf, 
Sebedt mit SJloog unb 2oben, 
2lte f^jrengte bie ©tdber bet jilngfte ^ag; 
gern tu^te bie ^ron* am 35oben. 

— 3^ trdume mxif mand^mal toiebet ein Kinb: 
®a lel^n' id^ einfam in $RebeI unb SBinb, 
Unb blii* em})or am Saume: 
SBie h)5Iben bie S^^ifl^ \^^ itber mid^, 
aBie raufd^en fie fad^t im 2:taume! 
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What Flics in the Wind. 

WAS it a brown butterfly, 
Sent a harbinger of May? 
*Twas a withered leaf astray 
Of the summer days gone by I 
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aia9 im aiinde fllcgt* 

^^ ©en bet Senj gefenbet l^at? 
2ld^, e« toar etn toelle^ Slatt 
aSon bem ©ommer, ber berging! 
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The Fairy Glade. 

DIDST ever wander at high noontide 
Alone by the lake on the mountain-side 
When waveless lie the waters deep, 
When wind and bird *mong the branches sleep? 

And didst thou see white in the dusky shade, 
By the rocks that darken the mossy glade, 
A maiden alone who leans dreaming there. 
While over her harp falls her golden hair? 

And didst thou tarry and strain thine ear 
If aught of melody thou couldst hear? 
Well might be heard a gnat's low trill — 
A sunbeam flickers and all is still. 

There is a day when summer is dead, 
When the birches are yellow, the beeches red, 
When rustling leaves on the footpath lie 
And blue through the tree-tops barkens the sky, 

Then back she strokes her long golden hair 
And the chords from her harp and her song fill the. air. 
Then the mountains listen, then listens the lake. 
The haunting notes distant echoes wake. 

'Twere folly to wish thou couldst hear her lay 
Fraught with aimless longing and autumn's dismay. 
This song the pale hunter heard and yearned, 
And died with yearning e'er spring returned. 

[26] 
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Die eif enbucbt« 

Unb gingft 2)u je im SKittagfd^ein 
3n ben ftitten Sergen am ©ee ottcin, 
3Benn ol^ne aQSeEe bie blaue %lvii, 
SBenn SBinb unb SSogel im SauBe rul^ft? 

Unb fal^ft bu bort, too bcr gelfen SBJud^t 
6i(i^ moojtg l^dngt in bie @lfenbud^t^ 
3)ie einfame ttaumenbe toei^e ®eftoIt, 
Siie ii^t ©olbl^aar UBer bie $atfe tooOt? 

Unb l^aft 2)u gel^alten ben Obem bang, 
Db t5n' l^eriiber ein ©aitenllang? 
3u l^5ren tear' einet 3Ru4e ©efd^titt 
— a)et ©onnenfttal^I flimmert unb Med ftitt! 

@inen S^ag nut foK'd geben nad^ ©ommerd Xoi, 
SBenn bie Sirte gelb unb bie Sudbe tot, 
SBenn bet %n^ in fallenben Slattern raufd^t 
Unb bet §immel blau burd^ bie Qtotx^t laufd^t. 

3)ann ftreift fie }unldf il^r ©olbl^aar lang, 
^ann l^ebt fte ben ®ang )u ber ©aiten Alang 
3)ann l^ord^en bie Serge, bann Ijford^t ber ©ee — 
— S)Dd^ tbrid^t ju toilnfd^en, ©u l^5rteft il^n je! 

jteine ©eele lann fagen, toie l^erbftlid^ unb bang, 
SEBie toogenb in }ieIIofem ©el^nen ber ©ang! 
3)er bleid^e Sager t)emal^m il^n am ©ee, 
SBar tot t)or bem gritl^Iing an fel^nenbem 9Bel^! 
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How Children Read* 

DID e'er you see — but no, how could it be! 
Still 't is a pity, for it's sweet and merry ! — 
How my small daughter, seventeen months old. 
Reads in her father's letters and his books? 
How sensibly she takes hold of the thing 
And, following with her finger eagerly, 
Makes use of all her tiny store of words : 
"Papa, mamma, and baba and bowwow," 
With great importance and strong modulation — 
(For naturally she knows not one iota 1 ) 
And we, her parents, — let him laugh who willl — 
We listen as if to the holy Gospel 
And say: "How beautifully Eva reads 1" 
Then she looks up at us with happy pride. 

But over me a wondrous feeling comes: 
Beside her there upon the little bench 
I seem to see a numerous public, all 
Intent like her on reading eagerly, 
And many an old and learned man among them, 
(Also, if you will pardon it, myself. 
Although I know I'm neither of the two,) 
They hold a thousand books, both small and big. 
Not only novels these and fairy tales. 
Quite on the contrary! great weighty volumes: 
The book of art, and that of science too. 
That thick gray comfort-store, world's history, 
And even that largest — hard to open up! — 
The old one, that bears Nature for a title : 

[28] 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



Olie dfe Kinder lesen. 

Sol^t 3^r einmal— toie freilid^ fotttct Sl^t! 
^od) @ci^abe brum, benn l^olb unb luftig ift ed!- 
SBenn mcine RUxm, ftebjel^n 3Ronben alt, 
3n aSatctg Siid^ern ober Sricfcn lieft? 
^ie |te bag 3)in0 fd^on fo t)erftanbi9 anfa^t, 
®ctt 3^1^ ^w^Pfi ^i^ i^^w^ Stinger folgt, 
Unb il^ren ganjcn toinj'gen 2Bortert)orrat : 
^apa, 5Dlama, unb 35aba unb Saubau 
3Rit ungemeinet ffiid^tigleit unb ntU 
3txd)i minbtet 5DlobuUerung an ben 5Dlann btingt — 
(2)enn, toie natiirlid^, lennt jlc nod^ lein 3«>^tt0 
Unb toir, bie (gltem, — lad^' un« au^ toer mag! — 
SBit l^ord^en, toic auf'« ®t)angelium 
Unb fagcn: ,,©, tote fd^bn lann Qi>a lefen!" 
®ann blidt fie ftolj unb gliidflid^ ju unS auf. 

3Rit abet toitb oft tounbetlid^ babei 
3u SKut — unb auf bem Sanld^en neben il^r 
5fRein' id^ ein ^axiiti grofteg ?PubIifum 
3n gleid^em Sefetoerl bertieft ju fe^n; 
®ax alV unb l^od^gelel^rte 5Dlannet bruntet, 
(2lud^, ba^ e« Siiemanb iibel nimmt, mid^ felbft, 
Dbtool^I id^ eben Iein« bon beiben bin) 
—Unb l^alten taufenb Ilein' unb gro^e Sild^er, 
Siid^t ettoa aJlard^en unb SRomane nur, 
3m ©egenteil! red^t toottgetoid^t'ge Sanbe: 
SDer Jliinfte Sud^, toie bag bet SBijfenfd^aft, 
a)en bidden gtauen 2:t5fter: ,r2BeItgefd^id^te/' 
©elbft jeneg grdftte— fd^toer nut llappt ftd^'g auf! — 

[^9] 
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— And earnestly and loud read to each other 
And follow line by line with busy fingers 

— The older ones, I mean, the smallest listen, — 
But many a one holds upside down the book, 
And A to Z, I fear, dance on their heads. 

But the great Father, think I to myself, 
Looks smiling down upon this little world 
And strokes full many a clever head 
As if He spoke : " How well the child can read I ' 
But to Himself He says : " Just wait a while, 
When I some day shall take thee on my knee 
And teach thee, thou wilt learn it otherwise." 
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2)ad alte, bad 92 a tut betitelt ift: 

— Uttb lefen emft unb laut einanbet t)ot 

Unb leiten ^eilentoeid [xd) mit ben t^ingern, 

— 3)ie ©tb^em namlid^ — Rleinfte l^drcn ju, — 

©Dd^ aJland^er, furd^t' id^, l^att bag »ud^ t)etfel^tt 

Unb SI bid 3 ftel^t lufttg auf ben mp^tn. 

®et gro^e SSater abet, beni' td^ mit, 
@iel^t lad^elnb ntebet auf bie Heine 38elt 
Unb ftteid^elt mand^ed Huge Sod^enI5))fd^en, 
ate \pt'ddf' et: ,r2Bie ba« Jlinb fd^on lefen fann!'' 
3m ©tillen abet fagt et: „3!&avtt nut: 
3t^fyxi xdf bid^ etnft auf'd Jtnie, unb lel^te bid^, 
©ann letnft bu'd anbetg!'' 
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The Virgin's Picture* 

THE great wide studio was still that day, i 

That used to be so gay, so full of life, \ 

With noble guests, with princes, ladies, warriors, 
Resounding even with the ringing hoofs 
Of Barbary steeds that, gorgeously decked out 
With gleaming harnesses, the master often 
Had led up for his Algiers battle-scenes. 
So still that day, you would have said it mourned 
In spite of all its rugs and shining arms. 
As of an Emir's tent, it seemed to mourn 
With all its great, its powerful scenes of war. 

The master was alone. Silent and pale 
In sombre mood he sat there, with his feet 
Upon a lion's skin ; he did not paint. 
And brightly on the palette shone the colours, 
Before him stood a huge unfinished picture, 
And yet he did not paint. For many weeks 
He had not even touched it with his brush. 
Again and yet again his German pupil,* 
Shaking his troubled head, had set those colours. 

His dearest child had died, his only child. 
That gift of heaven, a girl, in whom his heart 
And soul were wrapped, like to the Virgin Mary, 
Fair, gentle, wise and true. Yea, many a struggle 
Once, years ago, indeed it cost his heart 

* Herr S. of Mecklenburg. It was from him that the author, 
when on a visit to Horace Vemet's studio in 1847, heard the 
following incident. 
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6fn MadotmetibCkL 

Stiff l^eute toat bie toeite SBerfftatt. ©onft 
®o frdl^Ud^ laut t)on 3)tangen unb ®t^pxdd) 
Some^mer @afte^ 5prinjcn, grau'n unb Atieger, 
3a i>on bet S3etberj)fetbe Hingenbem $uf, 
Sie oft ber 3Retfter^ pxad^tx^ aufgqaumt^ 
S8or feine 2lIgteriattH)fe flilSften Ke^; — 
©0 ftitt l^eut, unb S)u fj)tad^ft, pe trauette, 
Xrolf il^red bunten !{8el^r^ unb 3:e))))t(i^f(i^ntu(id, 
©Icid^ eineS ®mir« 3«tte — trauerte 
SRtt oOen il^ren gto^en ©d^Iad^tenbtlbem. 

3)er SReiftet toat aSein. @tumm, emft unb Ueid^ 
©a^ er, bie gii^' auf einer Sdtoenl^aut, 
Unb malte nid^t. ^ie frifd^en ^atben glan}ten 
Sluf ber ^Palette. SRiefifl oor il^m ftanb 
@in unt)oOenbet Silb. @r malte nid^t. 
©eit SBod^en toat lein ©ttid^ batan gefd^e^n, 
Unb ttilb Ao))ffd^uttelnb l^atte jene gatben 
©ein beutfd^et ©driller* oftmal fd^on erfe^t. 

©ein Siebfke^ toat gefkotben. ®ne a:od^tet 
@ah il^m bet ^xmmtl, nut ein einjig Hinb^ 
Unb feine ^ani^ ©eele l^ing an il^t. 
^olbfefig, fan^, ein Silb bet Senebeiten 
3n il^tem toeid^en golbnen Sodenl^aat^ 
Bd)bti, flug unb gut. ©o mand^en fatten Aam^f 
i&att' e« bem SSatet^etjen einft geloftet, 

*$ett ©4L and SD^ecflenButg, bem bet Setfaffet bei einem ^' 
fn4 in ^otace ^Bemef « Hteliet, 1847, bie 9)^itteilmig be9 Obigen 
in banfen ^tte. 
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To give this only child to him who loved her. 

— He also was a light among the painters 
And earnest in his art, as few were then — * 
And yet the father gave her. She was still 
His own, his dearest daughter after all ! 
And what a festival when she would come 
With her two noble boys, Horace and Paul, 
And all good angels seemed to come with her! 
And when she played and sang those sweet old songs 
Heard once in Italy or yet at home. 

All that was over. She had died. Had art. 
That comfort-giver, had it died with her ? 
It would no more console him. By the Gk>ds! 
His lion nature had at times waked up 
In flaming anger, had called forth to work 
His fiery genius! — Powerless once more 
'Twas overcome, and smothered by his pain. 

So too that day. How still the studio was! 
But hark! What heard he in the court below? 
A sweet, familiar air fell on his ears. 
Played by a pair of simple shepherds' pipes. 
Ah, well he knew it 1 When in Italy 
He traveled with his daughter, many times 
They heard this tune at Christmas-tide, played by 
Those sunburnt men that you may know from pictures. 
With sandals on their feet, in sheepskin coats, 

— They call Xh^mpifferari — and they play 
Before the Virgin's image. His lost child 
Had loved those simple tunes beyond all else. 

♦Paul Delaroche. 
[34] 
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3)em 5fRattne fie ju geben, ber fte Hebte; 

— Slud^ er etn l^ettet ©tcm bet SKaletei, 

6mft in bet ilunft, toie toen'ge feinet ^txt — * 

3)0(1^ gab et fie. ©ie blieb ja immet fein, 

Slieb ja fein Jlinb! Unb toeld^et Subel toat'«, 

aOSenn fte mit i^ten j^olben Jlnaben lam, 

$ota) unb ^anl, unb aUe guten ©enien 

3flxt xf)x, fo fd^ien*^, — toenn toiebet il^ft ©efang, 

Sl^t ©j)iel etltang, bie Keben alien Siebet, 

®ie fie in SBelfd^lanb unb bal^eim gel^iJtt 

Unb Keblid^ nod^fang. 35a« toat nun botbei. 

©ie toat geftotben, SBat'g bie Sun ft mit i^t, 

®ie milbe 2:t6ftetin? ©ie ttoftete 

5Ri(i^t me^t. 35eim §immel, jiitnenb mand^mol ^atte 

3n i^m bet alte Seu fid^ aufgetafft, 

§att' affe gflammengeiftet feinet ©eele 

Sln'g aOSetf getufen! Mai)tlo^ toutben fte 

aSom ©d^metj betfd^eud^t. Unb alfo ging'« aud^ l^eut. 

SQSie ftitt eg toat! ®od^ l^otd^, auf einmal Hang 
aSom §oftaum btau^en eine fanfte SBeife, 
3u bet ein $aat toon §ittenj)feifen ftd^ 
SunftloS t)etbunben. aid^, et lannte fte! 
2)a et in SQSelfd^Ianb mit bet 3:od^tet toeilte, 
(gtfd^oll fte oft jut l^olben SQSeil^nad^tgjeit 
aSon jenen btaunen SWannetn, bie 3^t tool^I 
2lu« Silbetn lennt, im Sammett)[ie^, ©anbalen 
2lm fju^e, — 5piffetati nennt man fie, — 
2)ie »ot ben Silbetn bet 5Dlabonna fj)ielen. 
a)ie 2:ote l^dtte biefe fd^Iid^ten SQSeifen 

*^aul S)ctotod^f. 
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They pierced the master's heart : with tear-dimmed eyes 
He quickly rose and opened wide the door. 

Yes, these were men, as I have just described, 
Whom others' greed, — whose greed I do not know — 
£nticed to leave their flocks and come to Paris. 
The thoughtful German who had heard them play there 
Had summoned them in secret to Versailles 
To try and cheer the mast^er's troubled mind. 

Now they had finished, and with open hands 
The master gave, and in their native tongue 
He spoke with open heart to the two men. 
" You have another air," he said, " still sweeter 
Than those you played ; you know which one I mean 1 
Oh, play that too I My dear child loved it best ! 
— Why do you hesitate?" 

" Signor I " they said, 
"Yes, we were told before which air you mean: 
The song of praise to our most Blessed Ladyl 
But as you lived in Rome you also know 
We never play it but before an image 
Of God's thrice Holy Mother ! We see none I " 

With weary smile the master said : " You are right, 
I had not thought of that. Be patient, pray, 
And you shall see her I " 

— Silently and swift 
In charcoal with a few light strokes he drew her 
Upon the nearest wall, great, smiling, mild, 
Holding the Christ-Child — 

** £cco la Madonna f^^ 

[36] 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



SBoT atten gem* 3)em 5Dleifter ging'g burd^'g §erj 
Unb najfen 2Cufleg Uai et t)or bie 2:ilt. 

@d toaten 5Dlanner, toie id^ fte befd^ricb, 
®te frembe ipabfud^t, — toeffen, toei^ id^ nid^t, 
SSon il^ren ^erben 6t$ $atid l^erlodCt. 
2)er treue 3)eutfd^e l^atte fie gel^brt 
Unb l^eimlid^ l^etgebeten nod^ Serfaitte^, 
®e« 5Dleifterg triibeg ©innen ju erl^eitem. 

©ie enbeten. 5Dlit t)offett ©dnben gab 
3)er SKeifter, toollen §et^eng rebet' er 
3n iljfrer eignen ©J)rad^e ju ben 5Dlannetn. 
ffS^^ i^^jl^^ w«>^ ^i^^ SBeife/' fj)rad^ er, „fd^5ner, 
2lfe biefe! SBeld^e, toifet 3^r! ©j)telt aud^ fie! 
2lm meiften Hebte fie mein toteg Rinb! 
— SQ3ag jaubett gi^fr?" 

„©ignor!" betfe^ten fie, 
„3!tan fagt' ung tool^I, toeld^' eine SEBeig' 3^^ meint; 
3)ad fioblieb auf bie SlUetf eligfte ! 
a)od^ toiftt aud^ 3^^^ *><* 3^^ ju SRom getoefen: 
SBit f))ielen mernald bted, aid ^or bem 9tlb 
®er ©nabenmutter! Unb toir fel^en leind!" 

ajer 3Retfter lad^elte mit trilbem Slidt: 
3ed^t l^abt 3^r! 5Rid^t bebad^f xdf'^. ©od^ ©ebulb: 
3l^t fottt fte fel^n!" 

— Unb ftitt, mit einet Jlol^Ie 
3n toenig leid^ten 3^8^^ jeid^net' et 
©ie auf bie nad^fte SSanb, grog, Icid^elnb, milb, 
3)ag Jlinb am Sufen— 

"Ecco la Madonna!" 
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And as if touched by heavenly hand they sank 
Down on their knees, those sons of the Campagna, 
As if at Bethlehem. Unconsciously 
Into their pipes they breathed the fervent song 
That he had askea them 4er. The master wept. 
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Unb in bie Uniee fanlen> toie beru^rt 
SSon ^mmtUffani, bie @5l^ne bet (^ampa^na, 
ate toat'd }u Setl^Iel^em. Unb unbeiDu|t 
Stt il^e gl5ten quott ba« frmnme Sieb, 
®ag et begel^rt. ®et SKeiftet obet toeinte. 
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A Dilemma. 

YOU ask me if I am a painter — 
Or poet ? Why not both, I pray ? 
If one, I am the other surely 1 
Regret or envy it who mayl 

Well did I hear your guarded whisper, 
Although you dared not speak aloud: 
"Far better one gift were denied you, — 
One is enough for one!" you vowed. 

Which one for me, good sirs, I pray you ? 
Ah, let me humbly say to you : 
I was allowed to ask the question 
Of painters and of poets too. 

"As one of us you have been chosen," 
Said artists then whom you all know. 
And poets, too, of reputation 
Said, " No, with us you are born to go ! " 

Without their pledge I should have known it, 
How far their words are right or wrong ; 
But should I pluck out of my bosom 
The gift of painting or of song? 

You know it not — how should you know it? 
What doubt and strife they brought to me I 
The roots of both are interwoven 
About my heart inseparably. 
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6iii DUeimna* 

/T\b id^ ein 5WaIer, fragt ^^x mid^, 
^^ Db ein ^Poet? SBBarum nid^t Seibeg? 
SBenn @in« ba« Slnbte ftd^erlid^! 
Unb toer ba toill, beflag* unb neib' eS! 

3)enn, ob 3^r'« juft nid^t laut ^ttoa^i, 
3)od^ l^ab* id^'g flilftetnb tool^I t^emommen: 
rrSffieit beffcr, (Sing biteb' S)tr betfagt: 
3)enn ©ne^ nut maQ @tnem frommen." 

Unb SHJeld^e^ mix, 3^r Ucben ^err'n? 
Saftt ©toljeg mid^ befd^eiben fagen: 
3d^ butfte fd^on, unb mod^te gem 
S3ei 5KaIem unb $oeten fragen. 

3)a fj)Tad^en SKalet, bie 3^^ lennt: 
„%li Unferein2 bift ®u geboren.'' 
Unb 3)id^tet fagten^ bie man nennt: 
„^n bift mit und }u gel^n ertoren!" 

Unb of^nt jte l^ait* id^*g fletou^t, 
SBad id^ l)on 2)em unb S^nem l^abe^ 
3)od^ reiften fottt' id^ aug bcr Sruft 
2)ed Silbend ober ^id^tend ®abe? 

^f)x toiftt eg nid^t— h)ie foHtet gi^t! 
Ob id^ ge^toeifelt unb gerungen! 
O^ Seibet 3Bur)eIn l^aben mir 
Untrennbat fid^ um'd $et} gefd^Iungen! 
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I should uproot them both^ and even 
With them I should wrench out my heart! 
They grew and interlaced the closer 
Wherever they were cut apart. 

And if I drifted like a woman 
With twin boys on a broken mast, 
And Death allowed to save one only, 
Yet to the mother both clung fast — 

One overboard 1 is Death's stem bidding, 
She now must choose, the end is nigh — 
Not so 1 Both children close enfolding, 
Both she and I would rather die I 
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3lu«ri§» id^ 8eib', unb biefeS tnit, 
gd^ fiii^rg am SSel^ fd^on beim ®eban!en: 
Unb glaubt mx, too man jte jerfd^nitt^ 
^a flod^ten bid^ter jtd^ bte Sianfen! 

Unb tofir' id^^ tote auf morfd^em Soot 
(Sin SBetb mit tl^ren 3toittinfl«flctnen, 
3lur ®n« ju tetten gSnnt ber 3;ob, 
2)od^ Seibe flammetn fid^ unb toeinen ! 

®in$ Uber Sorb! @te f)at gemu^t^ 
^ai \oSS)Un milffen jut @efunbe! 
netn, mit SBeiben an ber Sruft, 
®el^t Heber jte — unb id^ ju ©runbe! 
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